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Thou'rt thus the Lover of Thy Beauty grown;

None's worthy of Thee save Thyself alone 1

For those in whom Thy Beauty Thou'st portrayed

All manner love and passion are displayed.

Likewise in those through whom Thine eye is thrown

Are all the lover's pangs and yearnings shown.

Thou art alone the Truth mid all that seems,

All else beside i& fantasy and dreams.

The worlds existence is an empty dream,

A vain illusion in the mirror's gleam

Things are the forms wherein the Names appear,l

In all the Names God's Essence shineth clear.

Thy Beauty's sun through space its radiance threw;

These atoms, things, existent, flashed in view.

Before Thy power is understanding mazed,

Sense, reason, and imagination, dazed.

Thine Essence there is none may comprehend;

Ah, that would understanding's heart-strings rend!

Thine Essence none hath understood or shown;

'We have not known Thee as Thou should'st be known!' 2

Reason must in such things a school-child be;

Saving Thyself no one may know of Thee.

My God, I am a sinner stained with guile,

Aneath the hand of passion fallen, vile.

A captive, by the fair ones' love o'erthrown;

Yearning for beauties am I hoary grown.

Longing hath filled this brainless head of mine;

What though I seem a bubble on the wine?

Seeking the cup of union with the fair,

I wander o'er the beaker here and there.

With longings like to these the wine I drain,

Flinging afar asceticism's grain.

When for ablution I take up the ewer,

Methinks it holdeth dulcet wine and pure.

Obedience 3 and ablution hence I've cast.,

And from all acts of formal worship past.

* The 'Names,1 or 'Most Comely Names' correspond to the Platonic Ideas.

2  This line is a Hadis or Tradition of the Prophet.

3  That i&, to the formal or ritual Law.